THE SCENE IS CHANGED

wintering, flirt with Italian officers in the Embassy garden
under the walls which are the old walls of the city ; where
people have time for cafes and newspapers and looking at
the passers-by ; where cats wear ribbons and children
trundle coloured hoops and tenors sing and beggars are not
ashamed of beggary. Maybe nothing will be like this again,
all may indeed have been changed in these seven years ; but
I am glad to have seen what may be called the Rome of
tourist romance. Into this city I sallied forth each morning
from my hotel, summoning from the cab-rank irrespective
of precedence a driver with a white horse ; upon which the
cry of cavallo bianco was echoed up the line of cabmen as if
mine were the most reasonable predilection in the world ;
and the proud Giuseppe, who told me his name at our first
meeting (also the name of his horse Benito), pulled his cab
out of the rank and trotted up to the hotel door eager to
see if I were wearing my top-hat assumed for ceremonial
visits to the Capitol and the like. If so, he insisted on taking
me for an extended drive through all quarters of the city,
where on passing another cab he would point to me with
his whip and say that I not only wore this hat but insisted on
a white horse every morning. He would have driven me
out to the vineyards of the Campagna, to which he himself
belonged and where many of his kind were bestriding their
asses and carrying home their wine-skins at this season ; but
there it was, oats were limited, the authorities frowned on
horse-cabs altogether, and I should have to take a car.
Rolling along in the sunshine behind Giuseppe and
Benito I remembered Arnold Bennett, novelist and drama-
tist, and his tale that in going to Rome for the first time, he
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